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Author's Notes: 

Based on this quote from an Izzy interview | found somewhere \'l kicked at my mom\'s houseShe could see 
that i was really sick so she let me stay with her for a while\" | don\'t know more than a few facts about 
Izzy\'s background, names and dates and stuff, so other than that it\'s just from my imagination 


Izzy turned down the path of the house he hadn't visited for such a long time. He was starting to feel it, hot 
and cold, shaking, nausea pricking in his stomach. With difficulty he turned the key in the lock and let himself in 
to the kitchen. 


"Kevin?" his mother's voice called from the next room. He wasn't surprised. Kevin the dutiful son, always in and 
out of their mother's house. 


"No" he said apologetically "It's me" 


His mother appeared in the doorway, still in her dressing gown, face like thunder. "And what, Jeffrey, do you 
think you're doing letting yourself into my kitchen like this?" 


He didn't quite know how to answer that one, so for a few moments they just stared at each other awkwardly 


"| gotta get clean’ he finally said quietly. 


"And why should | think this time will be any different?" her voice was trembling, and suddenly he felt terrible. 
During those dark days his thoughts had only been for himself; paranoia, self-pity, where his next fix was 
coming from. The fact that his family had suffered hurt as a result hadn't really occurred to him until now. 


He sat down at the kitchen table, deflated "I'm going to jail if | do any more drugs or drink and .. oh god, mom, 


I'm sorry" 


"Sorry? You think sorry makes up for everyone | pass in the street avoiding me and trying not to snigger 
because my son couldn't control his bladder on a plane at the age of 21? You think sorry makes up for that 


phone call saying you'd put yourself in a coma in Japan!" 


She sounded on the verge of tears and he felt his own eyes prick with a mix of shame and regret "| really will 


stay clean this time. Please mom, just let me stay here for a bit" 


His mother walked over and laid a hand on his forehead "You're sick as a dog! You'd better stay for a while. Ill 


sort the room out" 


It had changed a bit since he'd moved to LA at the age of IT. Back then there'd been three single beds 
crammed into the tiny room. He remembered trying to practice guitar up there because his mom's nerves 
wouldn't tolerate it anywhere else in the house, while Kevin moaned because he was trying to concentrate on 
his homework and Joe stuck his tongue out and whined about something. And behind it all the unspoken 
resentment over the fact that if their father hadn't left there'd be plenty of room for everyone to not get 
under each others‘ feet. 


Izzy wondered when he had begun to have such resentment towards his brothers. It hadn't been like that in 
the old days, when he had taken to heart the responsibility his position as the eldest seemed to give him. 


He lay down on the one bed which now occupied the room, waves of sickness starting to run through him. He 


looked up at his mother and she instantly understood "I'll go fetch you a basin" 


Some hours later, he was curled up in the bed, fully clothed yet unable to touch the deep, deep cold which 
penetrated right to the core of his bones. His mother entered with a hot water bottle, which she slipped under 


the covers. Then she sat on the bed beside him and ran her hand over his hair. 


"I'm sorry about it, you know" she said "| was sick, | know that now. But I didn’t realise at the time. We just 


didn't talk about things like that back then" 


"ls okay" Izzy murmured. His mind drifted back to the summer of 1910, when the four of them had first 
come to this house after the shattering depature of his father from their lives. They had been lying in bed 
and realised it was late, that there'd been no wake up call from their mother to get the older two ready for 


school and dress the younger ones. He had gone into her room to see what had happened. 
The curtains were drawn and his mother lay in bed, curled up under the blankets, staring dully at the wall. 


He'd said "We need to get ready for school" or something of the sort and she had given him a look of such 


misery he was shocked. 


"Jeff, you're a big boy. You can get the little ones ready and fix you and Kevin some lunch can't you?" she said 
it almost pleadingly. 


"Yes. Yeah sure? Are you alright?" 
"Don't worry about me" she answered, and went back to staring at the wall. 


This state of things lasted on and off for a long time, with Jeff being responsible for getting them all ready in 
the morning, and frequently having to take money from his mother's dressing table and go into town for bread 
and cheese so he could make sandwiches for dinner when he returned from school to find no food in the 
house. Sometimes his mother would seem incapable or anything, sometimes she'd be able to deal with their 
needs but not manage to show any other interest in them. She spent a lot of time in bed, or just sitting in her 
room doing nothing. Gradually, she pulled herself up and began to recover, but she carried on being nervy and 
easily irritated Sometimes the house just seemed like a frightening place to be, because the boys never knew 
what they would come home to. Both the younger ones would crawl into bed beside Jeff when things really got 
to them, as though his presence could make it better. 


How did they go from that to the last conversation Izzy had had with Kevin, where he'd called him a 
sanctimonius asshole and slammed the phone down on him for worrying about the effect Izzy's addiction was 
having on their mother. 


"| think it might be alright this time" his mother broke into his thoughts. She was still stroking his hair, and 


she was smiling a little. 

"| dunno if Kev and Joe will speak to me again" Izzy felt like shit. It had hit him for the first time how he'd 
betrayed their faith in him. 

"Sure they will. But don't worry about that now. Just let me take care of you for a while" 


And despite the pain and the nausea, Izzy suddenly felt much calmer. For the first time since he was a kid, it 


was comforting to be Jeff Isbell back home in Indiana again. 


